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THE SERENADERS. 

“* Having managed to give Poor Pa, the Dook, Bob and Billy the slip, we—that is to say, Tottie, Lardi, Nellie and myself—started for Ascot with hearts 
palpitating with joy and fully anticipating a happy day. But we were sadly disappointed. Before we had been on the course ten minutes we were disturbed by a 
most horrible discord. Turning round, who should we see but the Dook, Billy, and that horrid Dad of mine idiotically disguised as Minstrels. Of course we 
had to pretend to be delighted to see them. But if secret thoughts could have killed they would now be no longer in the land of the living.’’—Toorsi. 


AFTER ALL, MANNERS AIN’T EVERYTHING! AN EXTRAORDINARY ESCAPE. 


aa —_ f = y's 
wr — —s ° 
ih f \ | I li JACOPO CASANOVA was confined without trial or cxami- } ; 4 
: \ C a, nation in a cell in the m of the Inquisitors at Venice in : 

} | ‘ 


1756. Inacell above his were confined a Venetian nobleman 

and a priest. In his own cell was a man who had acted as 

a spy in the employment of the Inquisitors, but had some- y 

how got into —. 
Casanova's cell was lighted by three windows and had | 

recently been whitewashed, and it was impossible for him {" 

to make any hole in wall or floor ; besides, it was to the ceil | 

above that he wanted to break through, and from there to | 

the roof. The priest and he were allowed to exchange ; 

ks. In one he found some verses written by the priest 

to which he added some other verses, using the nail of his 

little finger, which he had allowed to grow long, asa pen 

and the Juice of some mulberries as ink. He had in his 

possession a long and strong bolt that he had sharpened to 

a point, and this he wished to convey to the captives over- 

head, unknown to the gaoler, who, however, would have to 

be the bearer of it. Casanova had a folio Bible, in the back 

of which, wrapped up in paper, he concealed the bolt. Then 

he prepared an enormous dish of macaroni as a present to 


Tommy, Ob! I say, father — (A quarter of an hour later), Let this be a lesson Tommy. Oh, L only wanted to tell you that I saw the prisoner who had lent hita the books, This he placed t 
ee: Silence, sir! 1 will not have this un- to you in Batbokg Thomas, and for the future a tram tip into the hall and grab your overcoat on the top of the Bible, and . the dish nda much leer a 
until haste. Hold your tongue, and remain there avoid un‘lue impetuosity. Now, what was it you an’ um But of course he's got clean away - than tho book, the bolt, which was also longer than the 

Permit you to speak. wanted to say, my boy? by this! book, cuuld not be scen, Casunova having taken care to tix F 
bee 1! 
« s e Hy ' 
‘ 
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the gaoler's attention to the macaroni, which was swimming in oil 

and liable to be sells if not carried steadily. The priest had been 
pevicualy warned to take the dish very carefully from the bearer’s 
ands, 

The plan succeeded, and the priest set to work making a hole in 
the cotting above Casnnova’'s cell, the latter having sworn that as 
soon as he was with his friends he would show them an easy way 
of escaping. As a matter of fact, he had no other plan than that 
of breaking a hole through their ceiling and potting out on the 
roof. The night fixed for the venture at length arrived, and the 
prisoners above broke through the P inom of the ceiling which 
was all that separated them from Casanova's cell. He and his 
fellow prisoners quickly ascended, bringing with them their 
bedding torn up, twisted, and knotted into ropes, But when the 
nobleman, an old man, and the priest and the spy heard what 
Casanova proposed to do they were filled with alarm, and only the 
priest out of the four would follow him. Indeed, it was a frightful 
thing to contemplate. The mists rising from the ca had 
rendered the leads awfully slippery and dangerous. “ Placing 
myself on all fours,” says Casanova in his autobiography, “T then 
firmly grasped ny apenrons the sharpened bolt), and stretchin 
out my right arm obliquely between the joints of the leads, an 
seizing with the other hand the edge of the sheet I had raised, 
dragged myself up the roof—the priest who had followed me 
clinging fast to the waist-band of my breeches—so that I had to 
drag a heavy weight as well as climb, and on the bg 9 slippery 
surface. Half way up the priest called to me to stop, he havin 
dro ned something. My first impulse was to kick out behind an 
ate | im flying. but alone, I could not possibly have escaped. e 
continued to climb until we reached the ridge, of which we got 
— 1 crawled about but could find no place to fasten a 
cord to.” 

He continues to tell how he continued to craw] for hours on the 
slippery, slanting roofs. Finding a ladder which some workmen 
had left on a emall platform with their tools, he dragged it along, 
clinging heaven knows how, and mana to force it through a 
dormer window, so that by its aid he and the priest might descend 
to the floor of a lofty chamber below. He eays, “The effort I was 
obliged to make caused me to slide down so rapidly that in an 
instant I was shot beyond the roof as far as my chest, and only 
hung on by my elbows, It was the most fearful moment in the 
whole of my existence, nnd I shudder at it still. Slowly, and with 
the utmost caution, I raised my right leg till I got that knee on 
the gutter, and then I lifted the other; but I was, while in this 
position, seized by excruciating pam Preserving my presence 
of mind, I remained perfectly still till it subsided, and at the end 
of two awful minutes I made another attempt, and got both feet 
on the gutter.” 

He and the priest then broke their way through several door 
panels, Casanova's sides and thighs streaming with blood from the 
jagged edges tearing his flesh. They were now in the Palace of 
the Inquisitors, and there waited till the porter who kept the keys 
of the outer door appeared on the spot, when os artfully dodged 
past him and made for Munich, where they part 

(Next week, “A Dreadful Cupboard.” 


Bak GARDNING. 

Iss itt ibel to beeleaf inn such feendish and diabolicle 
krime? The gall nex dore av cutt thee rootts off off orl thee 
lettessis witch av whither and dy, and att the winder as bin a- 
kilin erself a-larfin att mee and Billum a-worterin off them. Thiss 
time blud and blud onli wil wipe outt hour ronge. Billum av 


fettch a buckett. 
(necks weak——! 1!) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope jorge enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Not on our account, Miss MURPHY; Thank you muchly all the 
same, Very glad tv hear it, DIGGER, Great indeed is ALLY’ fame, 
Wednesday morning, H. C. CHESTER. Cannot tell you, ARTHUR 
Drouce. It is possible, A CLUBMAN; He is often om the loose. 
Not for us, we thank you, ERNIE. Tiropence ha'penny, B. 8. 8. 
Very modest, RoBERT CARTER; ALLY couldn't do swith less. 
Haven't space at present, SAMMY. Much too long for us, F. J. 
Very awkward for you, READER ; But it often is the way. 

—o— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 16. 8d.; 6 Monthe, 38. Sd.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
_PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


—_——_—__—_ 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the neat-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houinay” be found u pon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S Hatr-Hotipay” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—>— 


Time, 1901. 
First New Man, Hullo, dear old boy, what's the matter with 
you? You're looking awfully bad. 
Second New Man. Yes, old chap, got hold of some of the wifo's 
strong tobacco by mistake, and it 8 made me dreadfully sick, 


= 
WHEN William Wallace went to Heaven, 
A sainted fellow-patriot cried : 
“I'm sure to Scotland’s weal you've given 
Your mammoth brain-power, vast and wide!” 
“Nay, nay!" quoth Will, “1 long contrived 
For Scotia—long for Scotia bled ; 
But, when at Smithfield I arrived, 
I grieve to say I—LostT MY HEAD!” 


s 
Mrs, Jelks. What is the matter, dear? Hurt your hand? 
Ars, Welks. Yes, lve pinched it in that horrid mangle. 
Mrs. Jelke. Never mind, dear. It'll soon be better. 
Mrs. Welke. 1t isn’t the pain [ mind, but Mr. Welks told me 
that if I was so careless I should hurt myself, and he will be eo 
(Left sobbing. 


_. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


ANOTHER CASE OF SUN- 
STROKE. 


She. What has become of your fri 


He. He isn't my friend. 


She. But you used to be ir 
He. Yes, that was before he 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC, 
No, 63.—J. Nib 


“Whatever are the om og staring at 
my new tourist suit for?” 


end, Mr. Trotter ? 
e's my enemy. 


bie. 
t me five pounds. 


Saturday, June 22, 1895, 


BcexE—County Court. 

The Judge. Then you attribute your insolvency entirely to yo, 
own foolishness. Your 
cba oer pie play legen mh dail § eet at 
contract to put my ight some years : pth 
the hosscrram  o *e ago, and he's been 1, 


“ AND why,” asked Wiggins, junr., as he gazed through as 
front to where the res scarlet  perepiring pt fllined ln 
busy with the boiling second-hand dripping and nt chun’. 
of aie. “Why is that half modern creature suggestive of agri. 
ecclesiastic, don't-cher-know-now? Well, becauze he's a fri-ar «./ 
high degree.” And then they dotted him the well-deserved one (1, 
the crumpet. *,* 


Editor. Pra: and avoid tautology, Mr. Inkfl : eece 
a very bad craple in this copy of yours, linger ; 1 observe 


Ie . rir , sir, where Toe 
itor, y, you say “a careworn-looking man, married, w:; 
charged, etc.” Now, you ever know a married man who wiki 
careworn? o° 


THERE was a New Woman went up in the sky; 

Where she was going I couldn't but ask it. 
My cannot retain her reply— 

To crave it to tos Be wowka a task it. 

T 8e8q' epeec! 

That she meant from the planets in heaven to h 
If they yet had 
Of that grand innovation 


Jaggles. It must be a dreadful thing to hang a man, mustn't it? 
otee wonder the executioner doesn t bungie over the job, shu 
Wagley. Not much fear of that; you see, he's usually an necks. 
man. ° 
eernen tae fg rai inches Ben a romp ‘ 
C7 boote). Dunno, ; it’s loomin’ pinches— 
‘sleet o’ inchese—in both o’ mine, sir! ° oh pons 
ss 
s 
“ 1SHAAKKS, ma tear, dosh that joker be a goodsh cushto: 
the pawnbroking? dosh he take kindly like to the leaving shag m 
“Shamash, I should just think he did! why, we calls him the 
Patent Greash Remover, ‘cos he’s warranted to take everythingsh 


out.” oe 
s 


young Husband (late home fur first time). There seems to be an 
atmosphere of doubt about Mignon dear. 

Young Wife (sniffing). Yes, 
whisky or sherry. 


s 
*Arry. Ain't G stuck up lately, neither ? 
Tom. E's gota job bil-post’ 
*Arry. Oh, that ‘counts for it, then. 
os 
s 
“THE spirit of adventure is dead,” said ALLY, sadly, “ when men 
strong and brave set forth in quest of unknown dangers.” Then 
Mac chi in with, “Yes, t! may old chappie; but the 
spirit of ial Scotch is still very much alive when men set forth 
in quest of home with such a skinful that there isn’t a lamp-post 
en route they ain't compelled to embrace closer than a brother.” 
es 
s 
Brown. Doctor, you're just the man I wanted to see. Will you 
give me something for oy toothache? 
Facctious Doctor. Not likely! Why, I wouldn't take it as a gift, 
man ; 60 I certainly sha'n't give you for it. 
ss 
s 
At , at Kempton, at Aintree, at Wye, 
coped when the races are run, 
How the heart of the “sport” with excitement beats lis! 
When, by chance, a “cool hundred” he's won. 


And you'll think me, perhaps, an egregious fool, 
But this problem orem can not :— 
How the deuce may it be that a hundred so cvud 
Makes its fortunate winner 80 hut ? 
ss 


s 
Jones, Seen that new temperance paper? 
Smith. Yes. It ought to succeed. 
Jones. Why? 
Smith. Why, Buggins, the rich brewer, is managing director. 
es 


s 
Physician. Well, and what's the trouble? 
Patient. My liver, doctor ; I've been a chronic sufferer for years. 
Physician. H'm, what is your cocupation 2 
Patient. I'm the proprietor of Kiddem's Marvellous Cure 4! 
Syrup. *° 


No man isa profit in his own country. Particularly when he’s 
borrowed a quid each from all his friends and gone to colonise iu 


Honolulu. *\° 
Friend, Well, and how did that operation you were telling me 
about go off ? 


Medical Student. Oh, splendidly ; a grand success. It wa> 4 
parent treat to see the way Slicer got his blade round the tumour 
an ee 

Friend. Yes, yes; but how did the patient stand it?) 

Medical Student. The patient? Oh, he died; but it was % 
splendid operation, all the same. 

es 


= ye 
Jabson, Do you know I never knew it before, but Cranleigh t's 
me he has got French blood in his veins. i 
Smithers, Oh, yes, I believe it’s quite true. His mother had him 
vaccinated in Paris when he was a child. 
ss 


s 
MAN-LIKE, knight-like, and peer-like, and glad, 
Hero-like, prince-like, and king-like, egad | 
Are the masherly looks of the young Galahad, 
While he’s courting, Lotharioesque ! | 
Mouse-like, and sheep-like, and worm.like, and sad, 
Martyr-like, shadow-like, ghost-like, egad ! 
Are the lackaday looks of the young Galahad, 
While he sits at his counting-house desk ! 


* 
He. Ah, Mra. Styngie is the sort of housekeeper I like. She can 
make a shilling go farther than any woman I know. . 
Ske. Indeed! I shouldn't have thought she would let it go ott 
of her sight, oar 
* 


The Vicar. \'m afraid that the serious impediment in your sols 
speech will stand in the way of his obtaining employment. 


Mrs, Hodger. Oh, no, sir, thank you; Joe, he's got a J 
porter on the railway, and he tells me he’s getting ou tine. 


ob as 


READ 
THE BRITISH WORKMAN. 
Pictures and Underlines by J. F. SULLIVAN. 
4ypearing Weekly tn 


LARES! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 
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Saturday, dune 22, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE EMPIRE. 


— 
| wospeR, dears, whether all or any of you have read Goethe's 


~Faust”? 

i petal Goethe, a German gentleman, you know, who really wrote 

“Faust.” Not. as is generally 

supposed, Wills, Boucicault, 
Gounod, George Eilwa: # 
Wilhelm, or Katti Lanner. 

Goethe's “Faust ” is called 
a a , and begins with a 
“Prelude in the Theatre,” 
wherein a manager, a “ thea- 
tre poet,” and a Merryman 
have five or six columns of 
verse between them. Then 
comes the “prologue in 
Heaven,” the dramatis per- 
sone of which are, “The 
Lord, the Heavenly Hosts, 
Hopeinome and thre 

rehangels.” 


This prol , you may be 
surprised to r, my dears, 
has been often acted in Ger- 
many, and the Deity imper- 
sonated, but I don't think it 
has been ¢ in London; 
anyhow, they don't do it at 
the Empire. 

Faust has been played as 
a serio-comic fantastical 

niece at the Lyceum and the 

rincess’s, and as an opera 
| elsewhere, and was once made 
ie . burlesque of hg the ag 
i ery possibly some o 
Pee | Goethe's devout worshippers 
Foust: SIGNORINA CAVALLazzI, §'may have writhed a little at 
all these lormances, and I 
can well imagine they fell flat on their backs when first they heard 
that the great Eyer ers was to be done into a ballet, but you 
ought to go and gee it, for all that, for it is very amusing, very 
brilliant, and very successful. 

The first scene—a street in Nuremberg, with its quaint old 
houses and gateway, is excellently well painted by Mr. J. Harker, 
and here we find that the day is breaking and the old watchmen 
ure off to bed. A crowd of students, and strolling players and 
pretty citizenesres presently come on, and then old tor Faust us 
und the Evil One, and the fatal compact is made. Then Valentine 
goes to the wars leaving his sister nt home in the care of Old 
Martha. The departure of troops is most effective. 

The next scene, by Mr. A. Glendenning, is a charming garden, in 
which occur the loveemaking between Faust and Margaret, the 
return of Valentine, the indi fon of the virtuous populace at 
Margaret's carryings on, and the duel. Thesummit of the Brocken 
follows next, and then Mephistopheles transports Faust to a 
gorgeous Egyptian 
Palace, where the reflec- 
tive Biny govt may be 
momentarily astonished 
to find himself in the 
company of Cleopatra of 
the Nile, Helen of Troy, 
Aspasin and Phryne, 
who, perhaps, may have 
lived and died a hundred 
or so years before or be- 
hind each other. But 
what does that. matter? 
My wretched brother 
Alexandry takes in tales 
in penny numbers de- 
picting the glories of a 
highwayman's life, in “ 
which Robin Hood, 
Claud Duval, Jack Shep- 
pard, and Charley Peace 
were contemporaries, / 

The Egyptian orgie is “J 
a very dazzling spec- 
tacle. and the apotheosis 
at the end exquisitively 
beautiful. Malle. Fran- 
ceca Zanfretta is a 
devilishly delightful — - 
Mephistopheles, Signorina Malvina Cavallazzi as Faust makes 
wild love to pretty Miss Ada Vincent, who plays Margaret. Miss 
May. Preston is a dashing Valentine, and Mr. W. Bishop a very 
comic Wagner. The Empire Juust is a splendid bit of work and 
you ought not to miss it. 

“Years ago. on or about the spot where there stands now the 
hizhly prosperous ed there has stood a place of more or less 
amusement called the Eldorado, which had for many years a varied 
experience of ups and downa, wit! unhappily, few ups. Once here, 
in his giddy youth, the Dook Snook went to see a series of 
wrestling bouts between French and English wrestlers. These 
exhibitions caused a great deal of excitement and much ill-will, 
often leading to scufties and stand-up fights between the French 
und English composing the spectators. What riled the English 
was that the French wrestler would not allow the English wrestler 
to get a “catch on,” and the Englishman, frequently in a rage, gave 
nance rte itself. Wrestling has in, fi 1 

istory repeats itself. Wrestlin; come up again, first at the 

. Rikankon then at the 

Empire. You may now 
choose from the styles of 
Turkish, Greek, nca- 
shire, American, Marseil- 
lese, Spanish, Paris’ 
Bordeaux, German, an 
Bulg: wrestlers, At 
the first-named nnd at the 
second are to be found 
the “exclusively en- 
cage Barella and Mil- 
ay. They seem to be 
on the wrestle. 
ere is one particular 
point about the Empire 
entertainments of which 
| approve, and that is 
that you can generally 
find an item in the pro- 
gramme there not to be 
found at the opposition 
shows. 

And this sets me won- 
dering whether after all 
there is so much variety 
nbout “ varieties" as one 
might reasonably expect. 
There area goud many of 
the “Great,” the “ Pre- 
mier,” the “ Celebrated,” 
e “ and the “World-re- 
howned ™ who jog along week after week and month after month in 
tucir good ol jolly waggoner way, and where you left them six 
‘nonths ago you find them still. 

: t masse hot omit to mention the return to the Empire of Cinque- 
al. the King of Jugglers. He is better than ever. 


\° 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 

EST END OF LONDON, 

ndiges- 

Headache, Wi Blowoh ime Shins 

en: es on e 

Pimples, Debility, Disturbed N his, Gnelaeat ‘Dreams, Bilious: 
Complainta, etc. 


“WILL SELL BY THE MILLION.” 


456 Edgware Road, Maida Vale, W., 
May 24th, 1895. 

Messrs. GURDEN € CO. 

GENTLEMEN,—I have for years suffered 
with headaches, and your remedy has come as a 
boon. I have had some of the Pius analyzed 
by a well-known practical chemist, who says 
they are second to none. They contain all the 
ingredients which tend to make a man happy, 
healthy and wise. They will, in my opinion, 
when known, sell by the Million. 

Yours very faithfully, 
JOHN LODGE. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 


SEND 912 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 
GuURDYD Nw & CO. 
68 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY, 


‘ peered oe — ee 
ACTRESSES, an rticularly pretty ones, shou marry 
unless they intend ‘eaving the stage. When a lovely, blue- 
eyed, golden-haired chorus-girl runs away with and = married 
to the eldest son of a dook, that's all right, but when she falls 
violently in love with the second low-comedian and commits 
matrimony with him she’s a hass. 

In the former case the bride starts by getting thunderingly well 
paragraphed al! over England, and at least tive sassiety rs fall 
over ane — in god secede] to ree cone ler a a 
gra n out of character, every p pher's low, 
ome halt the young clerks in London buy catnn to stick over 
their mantlepieges to worship. And when at last she is persuaded 
to “return to the boards" her noble hubby brings so many dear 
old cha) on from the club of a night that the stalls are filled 
to repletion, the buffet bars do a roaring trade in “splits” and 
Seppe and the manager waxes fat and quadruples his titled 
star's i 
On the other hand the bride has first of all to get her low-comedy 
husband's private wardrobe out of pawn. Then she has to cure 
him of the gin and bitter habit. She marries him ate Tere? 
oftice for economy's sake, and spends no honeymoon because it 
would mean loss of salury. When her marriage is announced in 
the papers all the young ‘uns who used to worship her transfer 
their pat to another theatre, whilst her husband gets so 
beastly and infernally jealous that he won't even let her cast one 
single glance “in front of the house” without subsequently going 
on in something after this fashion : 

“Now, look ‘ere, Loo, don't think I didn’t see yer winking at 
that bald-headed old bloke in the stalls, because I did. Aud I 
won't have it. I’ma man of honour, I am, and I know who he is, 
too. He's old Abrahamstein, the farrier, and, so-help-my-make-up, 
if he don't send you a set of sables,by twelve o'clock to-inorrer— 
ah, and a sealskin waistcoat for me, too—I'm blowed if I won't put 
my solicitor onto him! There!” 

——E—F 


CLARISSA’S CHESTNUT. 

It was the eighteen hundred and by ap Seeders time she had 
asked him the very same question, and he gazed into her eyes with 
a pained expression. 

here, seated upon a wicker steamer-chuair at the far end of an 
alagant touth Kensington garden, where the song of the birds and 
the tarnation row of the cnrpenter hammers at the unfinished 
Earl's Court Exhibition were the only sounds that disturbed the 
evening's calm. There, where the scent of the flowering roses 
mii Jel with and struggled to suppress the odour arising from the 
shank-bone and a shoulder of lamb which “ Ponto,” her favourite 
St. Bernard, had hidden away among the laure! bushes till he felt 
peckish, and which had become prematurely eer ” by the hel 
of the burning sun—there sate James Kirkconnell Millwhiffin an 
the daughter of the Kimberley autocrat. 

And it was the eighteen hundred and eighty-seventh time she 
had asked him the very same question. 

“ Clarissa,” he said, “report statee—and truly, I believe—that if 
arr’ renee papa is worth a penny in the world, he's worth four 
millions?” 

“ Nearer five,” said Clarissa, with a pretty little self-conscious 
shake of her head, 

“ All the better,” continued J. K. M., “and youare his only cheild?’ 

ant see" bs auatwered: 4 peratel ionatel he went 

yet.” he answered, des —passionntely—as he wen 
down on his marrowbones and locked straight into her dark 
lustrous eyes, “and yet you doubt the genuineness of my love for 


ou! 

y “T never looked at it in that light before: I have wronged 

you!” cried the beautiful girl; and when the stupid fellow turned 

up to take her for their customary stroll in the park on the 

following day a brace of brand new bloodhounds and a new foot# 
man with a loaded revolver received him, and the fellow with the 
gun gave him five minutes to get into the next neighbourhood to 
return for never. 

ur doesn’t alrays pay ! 
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A MARE’S NEST. 
= 
Mr. PUFFLECRUSHER paused, 
“Then you really think——?” hazarded his wife. timid! y. 


“Think! madam,” he pia ee 
repeated, with withering ‘ 
scorn, “ Think! Did vou t 
ever know me to think, 
may Task?" 

his was an embarrass. 
ing question, one which 
the lady judiciously 
waived by a discreet 
lowering of the eyelids ; 
and her partly mollified 
lord resumed with 
emphasis : 

“Tknow, Mra. P. Knovr, 
you must understand: 
vastly different thing from 
mere thinking. Dark sus- 
— have for some 

78 disturbed my troubled 
breast; and now that 
these suspicions are con- 
firmed—indeed, I may say 
amply verifired—I un 
hesitatingly «declare your 
first-floor lodger, the mild- 

) spectacle-wearing, 
studious Mr. Mountjoy 
Byles, to be"—here he 
lowered his voice impress- 
ively—“n cold-blooded, 
fiendish—assassin |” 

Mra. Puftlecrusher uttered a slight scream, and at the same 
moment there came a knock at the door. Both turned pale, and 
Mr. Puftlecrusher instinctively retreated to the window. Though 
a brave, hay, lion-hearted man, he was above all a strategist, and a 
a # natural position is in the rear. 

a ‘a him,” he whispered, nervously ; and, clearing his throat 
with an effort, he cried aloud, “ Come in.” 

A icularly mild-looking young man, wearing a pince-nez and 
a tall hat, popped his head into the room, and by way of response 
said, affab’ y: “I'm going out for a few hours, Mra. P. If my friend 
Blinker should call, you might say I shall be back about seven. 
You won't forget, will you?) About seven.” And he was gone, 

Mr. Pufflecrusher drew a deep breath. “This is providential,” 
he exclaimed. “In the iaterests of humanity and justice I shall 
at once to search this miscreant’s apartments. Come, 
Mrs. P., show the way. Ina case like this it is impossible to have 
tuo many witnesses,’ 

* But what,” asked the bewildered lady, “‘ what’s he done? What 
have you found out? 
What do you know?” 

Briefly related, and 
suppressing Mr. Puflle- 
crusher's natural indig- 
nation at this uncalled 
for inquisitiveness on 
his wife's part, his evi- 
7 «dence was as follows: 

{ Standing in a recess on 
the staircase landing 
§ the previous evening, 
it being at the time 
\ pitch dark owing toa 
temporary failure of 
the gas supply. he had 
heard Mr. lea des- 
cend from his room 
accompanied by _ his 
friend Blinker. They 
were conversing ear- 
nestly,and ing him 
unperceived, he heard 
the latter say : 

“Then you intend to 
murder Lucy?” 
“Ssh-h-h-h! [  muwat, 
my dear fellow ; it’s a 
necessity,” was the 
g response. “P*raps 
you're right,” muttered 

linker. “ How's it to 

done? — pistol or 
knife?” “Neither. I knifed the last one, you recollect. It'll 
be poison this time. You see—,” and here the rest of the fiendish 
dialogue was lost in the depths of the staircase. 

.To say that Mrs. Puftlecrusher was in any way enlightened by 
this recital would be incorrect ; nevertheless, she pioneered her 
spouse as requested, and nervously watched him rummaging amid 
the gaa criminal’s belongings. 

“Why, what's this?” he at length cried, diving into an unlocked 
trunk and triumphantly fishing up a large bottle of a dark, ominous 
bat |g gum with the significant legend, “ Poison.” “ What's this?” 

“Ah! what is it, indeed?” exclaimed an angry voice. “ What 
the devil do you mean by this impertinent, this outrageous con- 
duct, Mr. Pufflecrusher!” and Mr. Mountjoy Byles, followed by 
his friend Blinker, strode into the room. 

“Stand back. assassin! Stand back, murderer!” shrieked Mr. 
Puftlecrusher wildly, seizing a poker from the fender, 

“ Assassin! Murderer!’ repeated Mountjoy, amazedly, as he 
glanced at his landlord, “Why, what on earth does the pig-headed 
old fool mean?” 

“Ah, murderer!” 
yelled his trembling 
accuser, with a 
menacing flourish of 
the poker. “You 
knifed the last one, 
did you, and now Lucy 
is to die!” 

A_ loud burst of 
laughter from Blinker 
greeted this terrible 
charge, laughter in 
which, with a light 
dawning on his face, 
Mountjoy joined. : 

“You've hit it’ X\\4 
Mr. Puffle. «Sy 


“Did you ever know me to think ?” 


“I'm going out.” 


wee rw = 


and it is his duty to 
murder and otherwise 
maltreat young and | 
innocent maidens. 
Lucy is the victim in 
his latest five-act 


outrage.” 
“But this bottle— 
this poison?” stammered the discomforted Pufflecrusher. 
“Oh, that,” said Mountjoy, “is insect-powder, and fur use iu 


“Stand back, murderer !" 


* this room, too. 
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“Charley suggests the Lad 
garden, and sea-salt in our bati, 
n place of our usual visit to t/..- 
seaside, 


aad, 


: SOR ALEXANORY'S OWN seme OS 6 te 
“Goal gracious! and in a lovely place like this, as AEB rot my 3 Bens thad Cheve cide fog ther Alnkon wae at te 08 SEASIDE RE te ERA, the fdea.” rr uk ae Lic if 
ome Wel as CU seydaar er Poe en oe a eaten and break itself like that! A good job there was uothing No, 1.—Southend-on-Sea. Young Lady, 
ee ¥e au my dear boy; dinna yer ken a ' 9 
jous tu wet ¢” meal ROFT, Esq., R.A. 
TOOTSIB’'S FRIENDS. DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HAMO THORNYCROFT, Esq., 


é 


Ne 


Once n 
to the mar 
that 1 hav 
threats, the 
dens es ofte 


; heref. fon, T shall have 
great : t to execute some statuary for me, for which, on completion, 
As is well Late Hee SLOPER is a parron col $e ‘us he Seeaite Ga ea tale aes in giving you sores, of hand. pag gena's ja hao eee 
“Cor into the garden, the merry bill with me is no ob; Look here, LE ghish | 
Benn mld ra, lis weeny ay Gla whenever I bly can.” = -—(2) equestrian statue of myself on my thoroughbred, The Skun' y 


ancy, aston | begs 1 in Rotten Row.—(3) Myselt, again, 
“So do I, Hi my boy,sodo J, I was working in mine right up to the time of D8e fang to the it s folne rot gl a mes ae ee mr 

starting for here. ‘uty onions, I rather f , Will se « to Toeamon Amit pheaakd you to sculp my good lady, You must know she lu: 

I expect them up strong. I took one or two roots u gone in for cycling.—(4) Now, if we take your charming ure of ‘Summer ma 

a Wmek Me omeet Lae Gok Seoreaed iat tan spring pootieslast well. model, all you will have to do will be to alter the face, clothe her in, kicker, a» 

oe cee Deak es eceees mere uot Rieeeet is) ul Yon there you are” Mr. Thornycroft, who did not seem so gratified with the onl 

No. 396.—M1ss QUEENIE PAGET. not understand me, BLOPER. ‘When Tsay work’ T allude to my art."'‘On ols the BLOPEN might have wished, si he wonld consider it ci Stor aes 

” —The Dook Snook. : “This is charming!” cried A. SLOPER, ing @ peony an udied inthe | where in the evening, but the famous sculptor pleading press of work, ig Eminent 

“ Alas! she only treats me with disdain. . left-hand chest. After extracting from Mr. croft i ry alone,——(5) And while contemplating the figure “ The Joy of Life” he 
EGE NG ties bee Woes ates eon tet 1A. schoo Ag chat! ‘ie wavlivenens tfc rae Sy nel ing Inspired by the subject that he could not joining the young lady in ber skirt A 
” au R.A. in and eas ue . 
“ Look kindly, dearest, on thy willing ciel ene Hon. Billy. the Gordon statue in Trafulgar Squire, Now, Hamo, my boy,” said A. SLOPER, “ dicen, wall sawed vomovedion Ws Vha'on resist = cor 
@teum crane,” 


THE ELDER ALSO HAS ONE IN HIS CUPBOARD. 


Rroollet, Str 
1d kirk drink water, 
Losh ” said Elder, “I wunner noo wha pit (3) “ Nae doot,” shrieked the Elder, as he hurried his visitor to his home in the cau ¢ tet Sipsome, Quit 
slain s the thing ia tae petveee yi i cupboard o'a Sanct el “ye feel the win whustlin thro’ yer banes, whilk I think is an advantage Tie Coho. f never 
like me, ‘Twas weil I pluckit a esas hone the burnin’.” weather, and ye'll admit it wid be a sinfu’ waste tae pit whuskey whaur there’ 


| —_— 
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+ FOR 


SERYANTS 


Paymen : witshoute-Resul bs: iN 
eras 


_ -~ ie 


S ie 


The Paubers Paracise- 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Once more, ladies and gentlemen, J give you greeting, at the same time calling your attention won the laurel crown, And captured now world-wide renown :—The Somalis with huge delight 
to the marvellous material I have gathered together this week. I think that you'll acknowledge Were filled, I hear, ut this qreat sight :—No more ginghams, no more rain, The makers of the gamp 


that 1 have just about beaten all my previous records on this occasion. On we go :—In spite of complain:—At the Manson House a meeting, Judges ana the Mayor give greeting. The G Old 
threats, the & — igtiel de us off with lots of lies: —The servant now, so Tam told, In these vile Man oi Cricket is now going to reap the rich harvest he so thoroughly deserves, Every Englishman 
dens cs often sold :—A ida 


y, five years in length, Is calculated to gice strength:—Our Grace has __ will join in giving him hearty congratulations—-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
PLEASURE IN STORE. 


~ 
be. 
be 


EN 


* 


\ 


AN AWFUL CROPPER. 
AN AWKWARD PREDICAMENT. 


. Queerkly. Say, old chappie, whatever made youn come to grass 
I got down on my knees to propose to you, Maria; but I 80 quick ? 
don't mow bow I'm to get up again without I'm to charter a Grounder, Quick ?—qnick!!! Call it quick—ngh, did you 


see anything up there tu catch hold of ? 


Cah. Acie) 
7 ~ 
fk Nest 3 * | 
VAT ; ‘ t , 
‘\ 
| " | 
A C 
{ 
A, GOOD REASON. | 
eee Strange, Sipsome, ole man, but I never saw you } 
ewe Qui’ ri'—ever shince th’ doctor said I'd tron consh’- “ Ethel, dear, fares four dear Charley just arrived.” “So itis, I wish I had put on my ob dress.” moment and refuse to listen to auy explanation under a 
- | hever took it for fear o' gettin’ rusty. “Reallvi—whv 7" * Becanse I shall be sitting ou the stairs all nivht.” sovereign | { 
44 
! 
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ALLY-CAMPANE, 


—= == 


Tite River Season always commences much enrlier than that of 
the seaside, and long before the majority of our watering places 
have quite awakened 
from their winter 
lethargy. things are al- 
most in full swing on the 
Thames, And it is a 

lorious bolliey spot, 
Would you seek relaxa- 
tion from the bustle and 
worry of life, then hie 
you to one of the quiet 
nooks that are still to be 
found on the stream ; 
and in the morning fresh- 
ness, when the lark trills 
exultantly into the pure 
sweet scented air, an 
the glistening water 
ie Higa arent ex 0 in 
t laps gently against the 
ride of the flower-decked 
house-boat, and far and 
away on all sides the 
| eye encounters only the 
glorious beauties of 
nature, then indeed may 
the jaded one feel at 
neace and return grate- 
ul thanks for such an 
earthly paradise. 


s 
e title of a truly wonderful 


The Happy Hume is the appro Pf 
little weekiy magasgine, dealing with all the topics of interest which 


hough extremely convenient in size, 
it contains no less than sixty-eight full of varied information 
and spigntial reading—London, is and Children’s Fashions, 
Home exsmaking and Amusements, Gardening and Cookery, 
Health and Toilette Notes, Woman's Gossip, Short Stories, Music 
Chatter, and heaps of other interesting topics. The Happy Home 
is unquestionably by far the best journal of its kind to be had. 
ss 


constitute domestic felicity. 


s 
A SCIENTIFIC coubenpeenty has been giving its readers some 
interesting accounts of the methods of finding sponges. Curiously 
enough, it omits the name of the most famous fishing ground in, 
the world, Fleet Street, to wit. The number of sponges to be 
found in this classical thorough fare is absolutely inexhaustible. 


s 
Tue New Woman is becoming such a power in the land that we 
shall soon cease to wonder at her petal Ina rural district of 
Hertfordshire lately, 
where the letters from 
the chief office of the dis- 
trict are handed to post- 
women for delivery in the 
various surrounding villa- 
ges, one of them created 
no sig ponents 
recently, by appearing in 
bifurcated garments of a 
distinctly masculine cut, 
The ridicule of the yokels 
soon caused the daring 
woman to abandon her 
new costume, but the 
time, perhaps, is not far 
distant when the besser 
authorities may ide 
upon organising a 
thorough staff of fair 
letter carriers; and then 
look out for a tasty uni- 
form. *° 


WiTH the introduction 
of several novelties, in- 
cluding a horse race, a 
water race, etc., business 
at Olympia haa improved 
bagpeng in dN wear glad 
to see it, y, of cou 
for the sake of the ae 
tors, who have had a rough 
time of it lately, but more especially for the sake of their employees. 


STILL another addition to our vast fleet of river steamers, The 
Queen Elizabeth, which is intended to run between Hampton Court 
aud London, was successfully launched some few days ago amidst a 
scene of great enthusiasm. The Queen Elizabeth, which is the 
property of Mr. Edgar Shand, is, we believe, the largest vessel that 

as ever navigated the upper reaches of the Thames, 


s 
Mrs. SLoper’s farewell shrimp and winkle tea has now been 
definitely tixed for the Saturday before the Family's departure for 
the sea, Lovers of the delectable “wink” are particularly re- 
quested to bring their own pins, é 


s 
IN response to numerous inquiries received from victimised 
backers. we beg to state that we have absolutely no knowledge of 
the address of Mr. Iky Moses. We are deeply pained to find that 
Iky has been up to his old tricks, but none of his pigeons can fairly 
accuse us of any attempt to disguise the real character of the man. 
es 
s 

Fedora is now the finest play upon the London boards, and all 
London, fashionable and otherwise, is rushing to see it at the 
% Haymarket, where, 
reserved seats, we 
are told, are diffi- 
cult to procure, 
and h crowds 
nightly besiege the 
d oere ot. id 
cheaper portions o! 
the house. Public 
interest, of course, 
centres chiefly 
around Mrs. Pat- 
tick Campbell, 
whose magnificent 
and artistic con- 
oon of the title 
réle has stamped 
her with an indel- 
ible hall-mark as 
atruly great 
actress, The ap- 
rance of Mrs. 
ancroft in her 
original part is also 
® matter for con- 

gratulation. 


= 
MEssnrs, GUR- 
: DEN & Co., the 
letors of Sloper's Pills, have Just presented a stunning Cup 
to Mr. G. W. Bowes, the Promoter of the Sittingbourne Sports. 
The Cup is to be competed for in a Bicycle Race at the next 
grand Jféte to be held on the August Bank Holiday. 


Pro 
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of Mr. H. Lundy, ‘business at the 
It is very rare, 
a 


Uxper the management 
Oxford Music-hall ia brightening perceptibly. 
indeed, to find a vacant seat in the 
whole establishment after eight 
o'clock the a. The 
gramme is a gigantic one, 
cludes the names of Marie Lio 
artiste who is a host in herself—and 
Mr. H. Tate, a new and most marvel- 
lous mimic. His imitation of R.G. 
Knowles is indeed one of the cleverest 
things we have seen on the varicty 
stage. It must be seen to be appre- 
ciated. Cr 


THE Crumbling Structure has this 
day been pleased toconfer the “Award 
of Merit” upon CHarLes J. HUB- 
BARD, because he can “ parlez vouz.” 
* Mon pére,” remarked the Ceru 
Orbed, “that must be a useful 
accomplishment of Mr, 'Ubbard’s, 
considering the crowds o’ F 
that puts up at the Duchess o’ Kent 
when they're in Dover. Strikes me, 
though, from what I know of the way 
they do you up there, that it ‘ud be 
a hard job for any Mother ‘Obbard 
felons Vaniag cocieed parila 

e Aged wasn ng to pue' 
wit of this kind, and once X- 
andry retired with his full allowance 
of “ beans,” *,° 


A STREET “bookie” told Mr. De Rutzen the other day that 
nearly all the members of his fraternity were dead broke now. 
This must be a remarkably novel experience for them, but what 
price their clients, too? *,° 


THE rumour that the Hon. Billy will look after the interests of 
Larks! when the editor of that wonderful ha'porth takes his well- 
earned holiday, is quite unfounded. Billy would like the job, no 
doubt, but our champion comic is too big a concern to be left at 
the mercy of a duffer like the Honourable. 


A WELL-KNOWN painter was startled the other day at receiving 
a missive from a well-known parvenu, asking him to send, imme- 
diately, a picture on any subject, to egy yt an ink stain, which 
had unfortunately been splashed over his (the parvenu’s) drawing 
room wall. So much for high art 


AT the time of writi 
to postpone giving a de 
France and Russia. 
Well, npon his own 
head be the conse- 
quences. Our de- 
mands are in no 
way tyrannical. All 
we require is that 
the Sultan's Chris- 
tian subjects 
shall have the 
same justice 
out to them and 
enjoy pre 
privileges as does 
the average Mus- 
sulman. Surel 
this guarantee is 
not too much to 
expect from even 
the Sultan of 
Turkey ° *,° 


Miss 1. R. Tay- 
Lor, the pro- 
prietress of the 

ies’ County 
Club, has taken the 
Golden Grass. 
hopper Houseboat 
for Henley wee 
and she has sec’ 
for it one of the 
very best positions on the river. As it 
use of the members of this particularly popular clnb there is 
little doubt but that it will be well patronised by the sterner 
rose | and ought to attract a good many men. Tickets orn be 

of Miss Taylor, 21 Hanover Square, at twenty-five shillin 
each —a ridiculously small sum seeing that it includes lunch, 
tea, and dinner. For an additional guinea a berth on board the 
Golden Grasshopper can be secured. Intending patrons of the 
Houseboat will do well to avail themselves of this latter 
privilege. *° 


in- 


the artful Turk, evasive as ever, continues 
ite answer to the ultimatum of England, 


is not exclusively for the 


For cool impudence commend us to the following : “ Advertiser 
has had a dream in which the winner of the Royal Hunt Cup, 
Ascot, has been disclosed to him. In order tu let his fellow 
creatures participate in this chance of reaping a rich harvest 
advertiser will forward the name of the winner on the receipt o! 
a postal order for 2s. 6d." We have culled the above from a well- 
known provincial newspaper. °° 


ALTHOUGH it is Jonathan's continual boast that he can knock 
spots off those darnation Britishers at any time, he thinks it worth 
while to exert himself, 
we still have some 
slight anticipation of 
holding our own in the 
coming athletic 
struggle between the 
representatives of Ox- 
ford and Cambridge 
Universities on one 
side and Yale and 
Harvard on the other. 
Of coursc, it never 
does to be cock sure 
of anything ; but, any- 
how, if our represen- 
tatives do not s 
in making our Yankee 
cousins look small in 
September next, we 
shall be very much 
surprised indeed. 


s 

THE following may 
be seen in the adver- 
tising columns of most 
of our oo Tee 
papers: “To LET.— 
Pthe Mildeweries, 
Situated in ildew 
Court, Battersea. The 
owner, who is starting 
on an extended sen- 
side tour, will be 


wash tub, for a period not exceeding three months. 
guineas per week. Apply, etc.” 


leased to let this palatinl abode together 
with its furniture, including tooth comb, biacking be and 
nt ten 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs 


A CALENDAR POR THK WREK RXDING JUNE 297TH, 1895, 
—_ 


23rd June, 1679.—Two moons are reported 
seen this duy in London by the famous John weber 


24th June} 
Villa, near Kath. She gave poetical 
guests contributed verses, and the most successful 
crowned with laurel wreaths, after which followed “a , 
collation.” To Charles Dickens she probably su; 
Hunter, the authoress of the famous “ Ode to an Expiring Eros” 


26th June, 1889.—A Newspaper of this date says, 
of the attempted suicide of a C 
Chelsea pensioners are, as a rule, far two well off and too 


well-ascertained and most curious feature in military psy: 
When Napoleon I, was at the A 
suicide broke out among the Im; 


the Ir he Emperor tried 


rder in which he appealed to th. 


was suggested to the Emperor that nearly all these acts of «if. 
Forthwith 
» and the 


26th June, 1891.—A curious case of a life-long fraud wa: 
this day reported. In the hoxpital of Saint Antoine, late in th. 
evening, an in-patient, giving the name of Opportune Signol, was 
received into the institution to be t for tumour. As Oppor. 
tune is a female saint, and as the sufferer, according to dress and 

pearance, was a woman, she was placed, of course, in a bed in 
one of the wards reserved for the weaker sex. When the house. 
surgeon eppesred upon the scene he c an immense sensation 
by declaring that the patient was a man, and by abusing round|; 
everybody connected with the case for a breach of discipline 
in mixing up the sexes in one ward. rtune was ordered to 
get up forthwith and proceed to another wing of the building, ani 
to facilitate the transfer was offered a pair of bifurcated garmeus 
suitable to his real position in the community. These, howeve:, 
were refused indignantly, the fictitious woman exclaiming, “ Neve:' 
I have worn petticoats for sixty years, and lam not going tochangeat 
my age.” This extraordinary statement has since been investigate: 
Peeecaghly, and it is an absolute fact that since his childhood this 
individual, whose face is quite innocent of any , and voice 
verv high pitched, has dressed in female attire and has led the 
ordinary life ofa woman. He has been in turn nursemiid, clr. 
woman, and even lady’s-maid ! 


27th June, 1843.—John Murray, the great publisher, 
died this day. 


28th June, 1839.—A West Pennard cheese, which was made 
this day, was in October following presented to Her Majesty, ou 
the anniversary of lier Majesty's coronation, and weighed 10 cwt. 


29th June, 1892.—Captain Dale, the aeronaut, was this as 
killed ut the Crystal Palace. 


~~. 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 
No. 146—How SNATCHER “ BLOWED THE Garr.” 


1. 
THE muzzle of Snatcher was worn and thin, 
And in seventeen places split ; ; 
And the time had come round for indulging in 
A much-needed renewal of 1t. : 
But the Mound examined that muzzle, and said : 
“Oh! the eyes of my dog are dim, 
And he hasn’t a tooth in his old grey head— 
J will purchage no muzzle for him!” 


The licence for Snatcher, of course, was due 
At the dawn of “the glad New Year,” 

But the Fossil was owing a pound or two— 
Nay, a couple of guineas, J fear! . 

And he mournfully murmured, “I wail, I whine, 
Under Poverty’: fangs so grim ; , 
Shall I laid three half-crowns for this brute of miue? 

No! [i purchase no licence for him!” 


II. 

The owner of Snatcher from Epsom came 
On the day of Sir Visto's pride ; 

And the number of gins in his jovial frame 
Isa number I fain would hide. 

And, as ALLY o'er London Bridge did reel, 
He was “lagged” by a “legal limb”; 

But Snatcher sped close at his master’s heel, 
And the “slop” was attacked by him! 


The molars of Snatcher made many a vent 
In the garb of the peeler ‘cute ; 
And that’s how the crafty P.C. got scent 
Of a licenceless, muzzleless brute. F 
And the Fossil is mourning, with moan and whine, 
‘Neath the stress of a grievous puzzle— 
How the deuce he can pay the impending fine, 
And the price of a licence and muzzle! 


A CERTAIN SIGN. 

“It'LL be very dry all this week.” , 

As he spoke he raised a one-and-elevenpenny straw hat from his 
head, with a blue omnibus ticket stuck in the red and blue ril:tou: 
band, and mapped his forehead vigorously. He looked into be 
heavens as though he could positively read their innerm 
thoughts, and frowned as the glorious sun blazed in his eye>. wis 
caused a fresh crop of perspiration bubbles to assemble on 
men hey , 1+ dn ‘ 

“ Yeu,” he continued, “very, very dry.” 6 Se 

“How can you tell ‘with a climate so changeable?” quer'c! * 
sceptical friend. A fF aevantel 

“Climate be hanged!” roared the prone “it's nothin’ to“ 
with the blooming climate! I mean that it'll be dry because ti! 


is only Monday afternoon, and every bally penny of ms 
Sat *s money's gone !” edie 
And if that prophecy doesn't come out ns true ns some 0)” 


Daily Graphic's, A. SLOPER will eat his best hat, mourniug-b 
and all! 


———— 


WHY NOT, INDEED? | 1 the 

Mac, who has recently been on the continong, is gone have" 
beauties of the gny boulevards. “ Why,” he says, “can t ve ti “at 
London every street planted with trees?” “ And what's the put" 
xpecial-Scotch advantage of that?” inquired his lordship. ae 
you biftin-headed lunatic,” was the answer, “theyre ad ibe 
closer together than lamp-posts, and you can, after @ fel!" 
land yourself in home so much better by them. 


—_—_.— 


Ewery Wednesday. Twopence 


JUDY. 
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hove been 


81.—This day died Lady Miller of Bath-Easto 
en-parties, whereat ier 
Poets were 


ted Mrs. Ly 


elsea pensioner; “ athens 

kindiy 
tre ited to think of making away with themselves, the t 0 
old soldiers to commit suicide, even when on cue porns Be 
hology. 


sing olen rn 


Saturday, « 


‘The latest 


a vin 


ere Were nO 
Her lord dis 


“Oh, I knot 
terrupted — 
iserable sun 
th, of cou 
n't money 

ist, NOt EXAC 
want a chat 
want a wee 
e seaside.” 

a 
“ Impossible 
id. “ IL really 
fit. Youknor 


my 
“ There, thet 
ust go, you! 
mehow, An 


rzotten you 
* Norrer tal: 


ts 


Hs Really! A 


But with the 
shed out of 
< of the hall 
¢ had “ gone 


Saturday, dune 22, 1686.) 
BABYOLATRY. 


: fashionable circles is to have a Biography of the New 
zee betent Shy sehaen as soou as possivie after it arrives.) 


1, 
WHENE'rER the Brand 
New Baby comes 
(As come it some- 
times will), 
Some chortle “ Bless 
its ickle gums !" 
And some cry “O, 
the bill!" 
But now, where 
Fashion rules the 


Mamma (though 


S pyr ne an ANGEL Ware 
MS B106 RAPHY 
TTEeEN 


> wAaViNe 
z wrt 


haply chaffed) 
Exclaims, with fond 
maternal 
“It shall be 
graphed. 
Yes! Baby! Baby! 
note ra hue of 
} sy A how 
to crow it triee— 
sweet darling ! 
Baby ! Baby! 
“n'2! Ee Ponod cont tur ay 
amma w 
a = Baby's Biographee, 
in 8 volume soon, 
In which she daily notes 
Baby’s every craving, crow and croon, 
And on what “food” it dotes. 
With tears each “ naughty ” pain she'll jot: 
With joy she'll “mem” each laugh, 
And thus delight beside its cot 
Her babe to biograph. 


HOW HE FOUND 'EM. : 4 
settin 
| ty do wisk 


ak for 8 


want a change, Henry. 
want a week or two at 
e seaside.” 

Her husband ned. 


J, 
ease, 


righton.” ° . 
It was a week later that 


“4 , gulping down half a tumblerful of raw 
irit, “ That ’ll be our oak, and they won't chargsh ush——” 
Kut with the singleexclamation, “ Beast !" the indignant woman 
shed out of the room ; and ten minutes later, the forcible bang- 
« of the hall-door and the sound of cab wheels, announced that 
¢ had “gone home to mother.” 


eee 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 41.—THE SCEPTRE GIRL. 
. SomE eighteen years \ 
A band of angels bright 
Sat smiling sweet and 
ll pide | low 
(n realms of endless aight. 
But all at once they al 
Forget their gentle 
mirth ; 
For one of them, with a 
sudden fall, 
Had dropt right down to 
earth, 


teal sighed and sobbed 
with woe, 
They dewed the clouds 


with tears, 

Till the Angel-Queen, in 
accents low, 

Assuaged their pitying 


fears, 
“ Be cheered, my dears!” 
said she, 
“Your friend is safe and well. 
She goes to earth, by Heaven's decree, 
In an earthly frame to dwell!” 


And, since that ha day, 

The world has wondered wherefore 
The fair whose face we here pourtray— 
The maid whom all men care for :— 

The world has wondered why, 
In grace of mind and feature, 
She seems a eeraph from the eky, 
And not an earth-born creature ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S .LETTER-BOX. 


ee 


Tue PLrurron HAaIRpRessine SALooxs, 
Ripegwar, PLiymptoy, 8S. Devon. 


May 29th, 1895. 

Dean 8S1r.—I have much re in mforming you that I 
received the “SLOPER Award of Merit” safely packed in case, per 
G.W.R., agreeably to your og Opa herewith send you my 
photograph for reproduction in the 0.8. gallery, I hardly 
say that I am very proud of the “ Award of Merit,” and exultingly 
display it in my saloon for t of my_ numerous custo- 
mers, among whom there are admirers and readers of your 


famous paper, “ALLY SLOPER’s HaLy-HOLIDAY,” 
With wishes and kind regards to the “ Great and Only " and 
family, allow me to remain, Yours faithfully, 
ARCHIBALD B. CaMEROX, F.0.S, 


West Pizr, Bricnton, May 30th, 1895. 
Pik ly ao very celle wan ued of Month “you = it, I 
3 a 
have been unable to acknowieds it before. fal =” 
remain, sir, yours truly, 


H. SCHWABTZ. 
on 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No, 86.—Viviaw Vassuixe SLOPER. 
Born, 1718. Drowned, 1789. 
iT was ell ace to oe last week Se ae 
notorious, together wable. whose 
praiseworthy but mistaken quest of oof ¢ his career to an 
. Vivian Vaseline, next heir to the 


ef 
: 
2 


a deuced stony lot—recognised the obvious absurdity of 
starting an expensive law suit, the costs of which would many 
of the estate ; indeed, it was only a sense of 

h and the earnest entreaties of his wife, 

who was ambitious to figure as a lady of title, that induced Vivian 
Vi to ll. Come forward in the end how. 
» id, as then it was worth no one's while to any 
difficulty in the way, he got a weak and confiding house-decorator 
to do a little bit of white and paper-hanging to the old 
place on credit, moved in his and ne and took up his 
e castle with the somewhat ted household 


name so characteristic of hi 

in question was nothing more or less than the passing of a Bill in 

the House of Lords providing for the destruction of the Sloperian 
ro of ay = the ground — Duval, by getti 

turned off at Ty had disgraced io title and rendered 

it no longer pet ible for = Pee to countenance the felon's 


successors. This miserable i ‘ul measure, which the 
best historians are unan' stands prominently Gene’ 
as the blackest of of which England has to be 
ashamed, without a dissenting voice, received the warm 
aeereval of the sovereign, and thus for the first time in the history 
of this ancient and illustrious race, the head of the house could 
boast no handle to his name. 

Keenly as his wife felt the blow, her disappointment was nothing 
beside of Vivian Vaseline. She merely counted upou 
increased social standing ; to him the loss of the title was a diegrace 
more than his sensitive nature could bear. Without intluence, 
without money, he had no hope ‘of reversing the decision, and on 
the morning that the news became publicly known, Vivian 
Vaseline was found drowned in his own waterbutt. 


(To be continued next week.) 


SPARING THE ROD. 


I wWILt not chide, with taunting breath, 
Within my hopeless cell, 

Those tle hearts, now cold in death, 
That loved me all too well. 

Yet must I shed the blinding tears— 
A death-doomed Ichabod— 

To think that, in my childish years, 
My parents spared the rod ! 


They both were loth at waxing wroth 
With faults fast o'er me creeping : 
The theft, the subte the oath, 
They scolded but with weeping. 
Whence, older grown, from bad to worse 
In Sin’s dark path i trod: 
Nor feared he Retribution's curse, 
Whose sire had spared the rod ! 


But now in listless mood I ce 3 
For, ere three suns have sy 5 
The vengeance of the hangman‘s rope 
dae, sheng 14 its, still 
, thoug’ love my parents, st 
I breathe one prayer to God : 
“ Teach fathers, when their sons do ill, 
Not, not to spare the rod!” 


Se EEE eed 


THE ’APPY ‘OME. 


THERE had becn the usual domestic racket about his stopping 
out till goodness knows what hour, and crockery, and the kept- 
warm supper, and all sorts of other things had been tlying through 
the air. Finally, Mrs. Terrapotter, having pockered the key of 
the beer-cellar, and locked up all that remained of the edibles in 
the larder, delivered a parting shot ere she mounted the stairs, 

“You can just tell your pothouse companions when next you 
meet ’em,” said she, “that they mustn't expect all women to be 


angels. 

“Quite right,” assented Te: r, meekly, as he wiped the 
minced mutton from the nape of his neck with a soiled serviette, 
ride quite content if some of ‘em would only try and be 

ea!" 

Bang! A large china flower-vase, inscribed with the motto, 
“Heaven bless our home,” —_ with unerring aim, struck him 
heavily on the right temple, and laid him on the carpet. Satire 
doesn't answer with an angry woman ! 


—s———— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Canny Scot's Version of an Old Proverb: “ Money makes the 
mair—money '"” 

A KEEN Glance: Looking at a tin of Mr. K.’s mustard. 

THE Solicitur-General: A og " soliciting a situation, 

HaRrcovust, come down! Surely after his two unprecedented 
“ coneecutives,” Lord Rosebery ought to be M.P. for * Derby"! 

“ LANDED” Property : Your portmanteau arriving by Pickfords. 

“ BLanc Checks”: The avalanches that drop on you during the 


ascent. 
Wuart's the difference between the Shahzada and a Yankee ?— 
One's a demure Khan, the other A-merry-Khan. 

A Lagos Print Dress.—DRESS, 


- rounds Lech ahngh © The 
e 
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A FATEFUL BUNKER. 
(4 STORY OF THE GOLF CouRsE.) 


—_— 


CHAPTER II. 


Miss ErMinteE TEMPLETON was the champion lady golfer at 
Porteea, and was Queen of the Links by right of conquest as well 
as by natural selection. 
She was a tine specimen 
of the English girl. To 
see her with her jaunty 
Tam o' Shanter ed 
back from her forehead, 
the big Agar swing 
of her lithe body as she 
swung her driver, the 
swift stroke which start- 
ed the ball with just a 
tiny “‘ of d the 

pose as 
peered out into the dis- 
ce to see how the 
ball had fallen, was to 
see a picture of girlish 
health, and seeing all 
this about ten times a 
day added a complica- 
tion to the golf fever 
which in the veins 

of John 8, Stubbs. 

John Septimus Stubbs 
decided within himself 
that Miss Erminie Tem- 
pleton was a nice girl; 
that would proba- 


course. And having de- , 
pros of becomin, The champion lady golfer. 
ig 6 pion lady golfer. 


} 
a 
Necause golf tolerates no divided allegiance. When John 8. 
should have had all his energies concentrated on his ball at a 
“tee” shot, he would allow one eye to squint out towards Mixs 
Templeton to see the impression he was making, with the result 
that his club would hit the earth with a crash that jarred the 
foundations of the universe, or would miss the earth and every- 
= ms, when he would go spinning round as if he were a danciug 
rvish. 

If he performed the latter feat he usually was dizzy for five 
minut zy to unobservant of the 
inutes afterwards, but not too dizzy to be b: t of th 
smile with which his ridiculous performance was greeted by nu 
unsympathetic public. If he achieved the former he usually 
smashed his club, and the painful effort necessary to suppress his 
surging _ profanity 
was detrimental to 
his physical health 
and mental com- 


fort. 

The impressions 
he made on these 
occasions were the 
reverse of satisfac- 
tory to John 8, 
Stubbs. The con- 
sciousness that he 
looked foolish in 
the eyes of the lady, 
and the tremendous 
exertions required 
to suppress the pro- 
fanity which was 
surging within him, 
caused much tor- 
ture to the soul of 
John, who would 
retire to his lodg- 
ings in a condition 
bordering on in- 
sanity. Then he 
would send to other 
club makers orders 
for cunning!y-im- 
proved clubs, and 
in the privacy of his 
apirtments would 
swing clubs and 
ainash mirrors and 
china ornaments, all of which he would cheerfully pay for at double 
the market rate when the landindy made out his weekly bill. 

Nor was it only in the nd iene of his apartments that John 8, 
Stubbs sought for that pro acy Ge the game which his ambitious 
hopes cherished a desire should be his. John purchased an alarm 
clock that would arouse him in the enrly morn ere the dew was 
yet off the grass, when he could go forth and do much practice 
without the discournging criticism which his efforts in daytime 
were 80 apt to provoke. 

It was an unreliable clock, or John S. Stubbs was not up to its 
proper treatment. It went off the first time it was set at the 
ridiculous hour of 3.15 A.M., roused the family doz toa pitch of 
rage bordering on rabies, scared the landlady into fits under the 
belief that her house was being burgled, and nearly drove Jolin 5. 
Stubbs frantic ere he 

t it stifled among the 
bed clothes. But after- 
wards John knew better 
how to work the 
machine, and ere lon 
the family dog listened 
to the rattle of the beil 
with the placid indiff- 
erence begot of famil- 
furity. And, alas! so, 
too, ere long, did John 
8. Stubbs, and that bell 
might rattle as it chose 
without disturbing the 
rest of the sleeper. For 
a few mornings John 
had got upand gone the 


had 
k early. 


first mornin 
had to come 
He had only taken two 
balls with him, and 
these he deposited in 
the heart of some furze 
bushes, where they 
remained to be a prey 
to the detective skill of 
the small boys who earn 
their living by this and 
sometimes more ques- 
tionable methods on 
golf gosrega:. He 
secon ohn los 
six balls. The third day he broke the only club he had taken 
with him. The fourth day he concluded he would not get us 
and after that he never heard the bell ring. Then he conclude 
not to wind up the clock. 

(To be continued next weck.) 


Some furze bushes, 
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Ne (with bad cold in his head), ' °C 
iat olbae | wianer | Dee ROSY ter, 
ows Grump, Gracious! now, however did he 2y-. 


NIN) 


No. 382.—Dr. A. J. CUnntE, F.0.S. 
“It is with an exceptionally keen sense of pleasure that we 
direct the attention of our rewlers to the portrait which this 
week adorns our Gallery, toe portrait of a gentlemen whose 


naine, if not absolutely familiar to dwellers this side of the + i x , . 9 

Tweed, is almost a household word in Glasgow, and one widely Aiden eapaliaan (. Trot along faster, Jor, we have quite four iniles to go yet, and we must cover that distance “I sympathise with you, my good man, on the Ins: of 
Kooest me rerpoutod in nearly every quarter ist fe lant o . [Joe previously had ideas of marrying that girl. He now thinks he would rather ‘our legs.” “ Don't waste yer symphony. guv'nor, Lain't 
akes. For Dr. Currie is a man who deserves well of his fellows, marry @ negress than such a slave driver, gout ur corns since Jo PC 
1t is not alone in the healing art that he is Vrcemgea of rare and ot she bal the day before I lost ‘em. 
wewlerful skill, which has made him one of the most successful . 

medical practitioners in the ‘second city of the kingdom,’ but STREET ACQUAI N TAN CES. No. 8.—TH E FESTIVE SCAVENG ER. 


with all the many calls npon him he still finds time to take an 
active part in the direction of municipal affairs, in which his 
able counsel is as eagerly sought after by his colleagues as is his 
ussistance by his patients. The doctor is, in fact,a splendid 
type of a leading Glasgow citizen, and the wide esteem in which 
he is held throughout the city, no less than the admiration of 
A. SLOPER, renders his appearance in our Gallery a matter of 
special interest. Chiefly because he is a Glasgow man in every 
xense, he was created F.0.5., amd the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him April 13th, 189,"— Debrett Improved. 


. 


THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH, ALL THINGS ARE 
BECOME “NEW.” 
“Where are you going to, my pretty Man?” 


The Scavenger who watches his opportunity and flups a gee of slosh into his cart just as you are on the way to meet 
your girl. 


COMPLIMENTARY. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. PRONOUNCED ABILITY. 


A Master, Smallkins, minor, you're cating something. What ts 

HEY? 

"Smalkins, minor. Hay, sit? 1 ain't a donkey, please sir! 
(Gets the stick areful, 


4 j 
cy 


This girl really accepted Billy on the 
strength of a rumour that his aunt had 
died sa ek ples ner cone Bat the you honour? the thtaze it 
; moment she found out mistake she . te Smythe. Now the thtast 
She, And where is George living now? _ “Hullo, Dumpy:! legs Was dear when you was male.” “Garn, declared it “right off,” and the Honourable neahally reongalthed, f thall let my hair siow + 
He. George is not living now—he is marricd, Pillar Box ! are you for Book-packets or Parcel Post?” was left repining. in for Thethpian honourth, I thurmithe. 


James Filby Kemble Kren, Atl what profes" 


hy the 


ules 
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